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TO  THE  TRVE  NO- 

BLE   AND   RIGHT  HO- 
NORABLE THE   LORD 

VICOVNT  HADDINTON: 

And, 

The  Noble  by  birth,  and   vertuous    by  education, 

his    fecond    felfe.    the    Lady   ELIZABETH 

FITSWATER,  his  Vicountelle  and  Wife  • 

ROBERT  ARMIN  WiOieth 

content  in  this  life,  and  ioy 

in  the  life  to  come. 

Ight  Honourable,  a  late  Lord  of  England,  being 
prefented  with  a  Poeme  of  fome  young  Writer  : 
feeing  his  boldneife^  and  hauing  graueld  him 
v;in  queftion,  found  that  his  Will  was  worthier 
^  then  the  Worke,  yet  contrarie  aunfwerd  his  amated 
4  feare,  thus :  Fooles  makes  Bookcs  for  Wife  men  to 
laugh  at.  I  haue  knowne  fomc,  that  haue  loued  the 
Writer  for  the  Woike,  how  euer  wcake ;  the  Wdl 
^  pleaded  fo  powerfuU  j  and  the  partie  prcienting  it,  had 
(at  the  leail)  thinkes  for  his  labour.  1  read  that  a 
poore  man  meeting  Artaxerxes,  hauing  nothing  to  g.ue 


m 


A  2 


iian 


S 


THE    EPISTLE. 

him  as  a  guift  gratulatorie,  did  prefent  bim  with  a 
handfull  of  Water  :  the  right  true  b.ed  King,  feeing 
his  loue,  caufed  the  Water  to  be  put  into  a  Cup  of 
Gold,  and  returnes  it  the  partie,  with  kingly  thankes, 
and  loue.  There  is  (right  Noble)  as  much  difference  in 
the  rewardes,  as  in  the  birthes :  the  firfl,  Noble  and 
vnkind  :  the  laft,  maiefticall,  and  well  inclinde. 

Ifpeake  not  this  (right  Honourable)  to  gloze,or  rather 
waft  a  farre  off  a  neere-come  bountie,  but  to  fliew  the 
pith  of  the  one,  &  the  power  of  the  other.  To  your 
Honour  I  plead  neither,  becaufe  I  feare  not  the  firu,  nor 
wifh  I  the  la  ft :  onely  your  fpirit  of  loue  towards  me, 
which  I  am  perfwaded  I  am  poflefl  off  j  I  do  delire  it  in 
continuance  :  yet  if  you  doe  returne  the  firft,  it  may  be 
fitting ;  for  the  Poeme  procures  it,  and  I  wifli  it  fo  j 
that  I  (being  as  your  Honour  knows)  make  this  Booke 
for  your  Wifedome  to  laugh  at ;  and  I  willi  it  the 
very  tickling  of  delight :  how  euer  it  is,  a  well  com- 
pounded iest,  and  your  Italians  are  in  this  (as  in  all) 
neate :  If  my  weake  tranflation  darken  it,  I  befeech 
the  funfiiine  of  your  Honour  to  inlighten  it,  that  it  may 
out-value  worth  it  felfe  in  your  eftimation,  being  (as 
you  are)  the  bleffedhand  for  Britfaine,  ordained  in  your 
cradle,  (vnder  God)  to  preferue  the  life  of  our  royali 
King  Iames,   then  in  danger  of  the   diuelidi  minded 

Gowery . 
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THE    EPISTLE. 

Likewife  moft:  affable  Lady,  kindc  and  debonere, 
the  fccond  of  the  fii  ft  which  I  fawcily  faliite,  pardon 
I  p:  ay  yoa  the  boldnes  of  a  Begger,  who  hath  been 
writ  downe  for  an  AfTe  in  his  time,  &  pleades  vnder 
forma  pauperis  in  it  ftill,  not-withftanding  his  Con- 
ftablefhip  and  Office:  I  doe  intreat  your  Ladifhip, 
(being  of  a  Noble  ftraine)  gratioufly  to  regard  this 
poore  Petite  of  transformation  :  laugh  at  them  (if 
you  can)  hartily,  and  I  haue  my  wifh :  if  not  re- 
turne  them  wittie  ;  for  fo  much  the  Italia?!  Poet  me- 
rits at  the  leaft :  fo:  mde,  I  but  light  a  Taper  at  his 
Torch,  &  I  wifli  the  flame  may  neither  putrifie  the 
fenfe,  nor  infe6t  the  imagination.  There  are  rough 
Stones  heawed  out  from  the  Quary;  and  the  lines 
leueld  by  which  they  are  fquarde  :  If  they  appeare 
crooked  to  ftraight  iudgment,  I  befeech  you,  call  to 
queflion  my  Weaknes  j  and  my  Will,  will  anfwere  in 
my  behalf. 

There  is  flirowded  (Madame)  vnder  the  glifler  of 
your  Starre,  a  Poeticall  light,  which  fhines  not  in 
the  world  as  it  is  wiflit,  but  yet  the  worth  of  it  lufter 
is  knowne :  he  hath  remayned  in  SuJ]ex  many  yeares  ; 
and  I  befeech  God,  and  your  noble  Father  (the  Earle) 
he  may  Hue  and  die  beloued  fo  ftill.  It  is,  (if  I  fptake 
darkely)  that  pen-pleading  Poet  (graue  for  yeares  and 
knowledge)  Mailler  Mathew  Roide?i  I  doe  fland  To  his 
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cenfure,  to  fecond  yours  both  ;  and  I  doubt  not  but  he 
will  plead  for  my  weaknes  in  this  woris.e,  knowing  that, 
Non  cuiiiis  homini  contingit  adire  Corinth'um  ?  And  To 
wiftiing  as  much  ioy  to  your  right  well  afFeded 
Vicount  and  you,  from  the  King  of  heauen,  as  1  know 
you  are  pofTeft  off  f.  om  the  King  of  earth  :  I  leaue  your 
Honours  both,  to  him  that  is,  and  ever  fhal^e  yours, 
and  our  redeemer. 


Your  Honours  in  all  humblenes 


ROBERT  ARMIR 


Ad  leftorem  hie  et  vbiq;. 


S      P      D. 


INulfble  Reader y  I  prefent  thee  with  a  Votmtfrom  the 
Italians;  bid  it  welcome  Jcr  the  Countries  f.i Ice y  for  I 
ajjure  thee,  the  excelle/icie  of  that  nation  in  Pojie^  is 
beyond  ?ny  Pen  to  publifi:  but  be  it  as  it  is  worthy^ 
onely  I  wander  with  it  now  in  a  jlrauge  time  of  taxation, 
wherein  euvry  Pen  G*  inck-horne  Boy  will  throw  ip  his 
Cap  at  the  homes  of  the  Mocne  in  cenjure,  although  his  wit 
hang  there ^  rot  returning  vnlefe  monthly  in  the  wane :  fuch 
is  cur  ticklifi  age,  &  the  itching  biaine  ofaboudance.  But 
Ifpeake  to  thee  more  mildhj  :  Ih.iue  to  thy  pleajure,  G?  my  no 
great  pro/'tey  written  this  Pamphle-,  onely  ?ny  aduenture  in 
pr I  fuming  into  the  bands  of  fo  Noble  a  Patron,  I  jeare  (in 
purt)  wil  fend  ;  but  ;/;>'  good  will  cofifdered,  will  plead  my 
exciije.  I  put  into  thy  view  a  conceit  to  nod  at,  as  who 
p.ouldfdij  ;  Is  it  fo?  is  itfo,  G?  uo  better?  will  this  meere 
foole.  Hi  tie  learnirgy  be  fo  bctdd  ?  why  the  wife jl  can  doe  ?m 
more  ?  U  ell,  to  anjwere  for  the  follie,  I fiy  Boltes  arifiot 
cf  the  'vnfkilfull,  as  well  us  the  archer ;  and  they  new  and  then 
hit.  Not  lohg  fnce  I dij'coucrcd  amfi  o/" Ninnies  in  this 
great  wombe  the  Ji'oi  Ide  and  fome  of  the  old  brood  before  ^ 
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jcornd  at  this  new  birth :   it  was  but  to  JJ:ew  their  anti^ 
qui  tie,   and  ivlo  was  the  neateji  Ninnie  of  all  the  neji  ;  one 

forfooth  would  kill  the  Author  ;  and  why  f  bccauje  oj  the  De- 
dication. Why  didnot  aCrowjpeake  (aue)  to  Caejarf  May 
not  a  Foole  ay  (bo)  to  a  Goo/e,  cr  the  contra? ie P  Will  not 
a  lade  wring  i'th  withers ^  being  hardly  fadledf  Goe  too  then^ 
it  is  law  full  to  plead  pouertie  with  the  Penne,  and  pit  tie  to 
'th  Purfe.  1  fay  no  more,  but  commit  thee  to  this  ;  in  which 
thou  jldalt  laugh,  if  thou  wilt:  if  not,  chcfe.  For  my  part , 
I  doe  not  as  fame  doe,  rayle  againjt  Law,  taxe  the  Cittie,  and 
ce?fure  Players,  when  they  th em- f clues  are  infenjible,   but 

finde  nice  better  biifed ;  oncly  I  fay  this :  whtn  the  T2iy\or 
wants  bumbafi^  he  will  make  Pctgges  jluf'e  out :  andfo  with 
him  that  lines  his  Leaues  with  rayiing  rethoricke ;  which 
no  doubt,  will  one  day  be  anfweard  and  anatomifde :  I'th 
meane  tvne,  bid  this  welcome  for  his  fake  to  whom  it  is  dedi- 
cated: which  we  may  allreioyce  in,  if  his  happie  hand  be  duly 
confidered. 


Fare-well, 


THE 


Prologue  to  the  Storie. 


OVID  and  Virgill  for  the  Pen, 
And  Homer  for  his  Verfe  : 
Plant  us,  Horace  j  worthy  men, 
Left  lines  for  Schooles  to  perfe  : 
Since  then,  Italia  in  her  pride, 
Puft,  fomc  of  memorie, 
Who  haue  deferud  the  Wreath  befide, 
Of  fames  eternitie. 
But  giue  me  leaue  to  reckon  why 
They  did  fet  downe  their  Ikill 
In  Embleme  Stories,  faignedly, 
And  yet  not  blabs  of  ill : 
But  to  infift  on  meaner  toyes 
Wherein  they  might  be  bold  ' 

Leaning  to  truce  our  better  ioyes 
In  Scripture  lines  inrold, 
For  SchoUerifme  and  Schoole  defence, 
To  practife  younger  wits, 
That  they  prefumd  in,  to  difpence 
On  things  that  better  fits : 

B  •  Now 
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Now  not  to  niggard  it  at  all, 

But  ioyne  as  partner  )\t 

With  fuch  as  do  our  I  oet  call, 

Mecanas  for  his  wit ; 

I  thus  diftribute  to  a.l  eyes, 

What  I  of  late  haue  red  : 

Though  faigned,  yet  they  are  no  lyes, 

But  fancies  better  bred : 

And  yet  the  fubiect  of  difcent, 

As  many  Worthies  bee  : 

Begun  of  nothing,  till  content 

Breed  to  maturitie. 

The  Italian  Poet  in  difcourfe, 

Sets  downe  a  homely  toy, 

In  fmgular  donne,  profe  not  verfe, 

A  Taylor  and  his  Boy  : 

Who  in  contention,  fliewde  the  earth, 

What  Art  exceeded  in  : 

For  nothing  but  an  howers  mirth, 

And  thus  doth  he  begin. 


The 


The  Italian  Taylor  and  his  Boy. 


Argument 

The  Italian  Tayler  and  his  Boy, 

Contenil  in  trans-formation. 

To  ouer-cloud  each  others  ioy, 

In  art  and  occupation. 

The  childilli  breed  doth  build  on  Pines, 

While  ioftie  Cedars  Hand, 

IMorc  fiibieft  vnto  meane  dessignes, 

Tiien  t'lcy  to  great  commaund  ; 

And  fimple  Iloneftic  at  laft  is  feenc. 

To  ioyne  in  niariagc  with  a  Quecne. 


Cant.  I. 


THis  Taiflor  tooke  vnto  his  trade, 
A  neighbours  child,  but  poore ; 
The  Boy  was  yong,  yet  wits  perfwadc 
His  yeares  were  many  more : 

B  2. 
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How  ener,  hee's  reported  young, 

Though  ol.l  in  apprehention  ; 

Whe  e^y  this  canker  Enuie,  fproung. 

And  caijfd  this  blacke  difTention. 

The  Maifrer  was  orelliot  i*th  marke. 

At  which  he  gaue  the  ayme. 

The  Boy  exceedes  the  paiifli  Clarke, 

And  got  his  Maifters  fame  : 

In  time,  the  Maifter  wrought  no  more. 

Nor  reafon  wiFd  him  vfe  it. 

Since  whom  he  taught,  increaft  his  ftore, 

Why  might  not  he  retufe  it  ? 

But  praftizd  from  Pithagoras, 

Schoole  poynts  of  transformation, 

By  Art  he  wonne,  and  brought  to  pafTe, 

The  forme  of  any  fafliion  : 

Sometimes  he  would  flie  like  a  Bird, 

Anone  a  Horfe,  a  Tree  : 

And  by  and  by  in  thought  or  word, 

A  Fowle,  a  Filh,  a  Bee. 

The  litle  Lad,  which  had  an  eye 

On  all  his  Maifter  did. 

Grew  wearie  of  his  trade,  whereby 

His  better  iudgment  chid. 

And  bid  him  boldly  looke  aboui. 

His  Maifter  had  in  ftoore, 

A  rarer  fecret  of  much  doubt. 

His  prefent  fkill  was  poore  : 

Once  aboue  all,  afcends  the  Staires, 

And  through  the  key-hole  peepes, 

To  note  his  Maifters  new  affaires. 

And  what  ftrange  coyle  he  keepes : 


Who 
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Who  bufie  in  transforming  life, 

To  fun^liy  fliapes  ot  toyes  : 

In  his  behol  iing,  grevy  a  ftrife, 

Of  dread  and  hidden  ioyes. 

Now  he  beh'jldcs  his  Mailer  chang'd 

And  like  a  Tree  appcares  : 

At  laft  a  Horfe  an  Ape  eflrangde, 

In  ieucrall  Ihapes  and  foares  : 

Thefe  tranfiue  apparitions  dealt, 

As  mad-men  in  their  fits ; 

Who  compafle  all  they  toncht  or  fealt, 

When  th'  are  but  wi i hi ng  wits  : 

He  downe  defcendes,  and  watches  time 

To  try  this  widied  ikill. 

H^  found  the  fteps  that  he  did  clime. 

Were  farthring  to  his  will. 

So  while  his  Maifler  by  him  felfe 

Did  practile  thus  to  bee, 

This  bufie  Ape  and  willing  elfe. 

As  expert  was  as  hee. 

The  Lad  deuifes  now  to  make 

His  Father  rich  and  great ; 

Comes  and  demaunds  if  for  needs  fake, 

He  fhould  vrge  Aites  conceit 

To  do  him  grace  ?  "  I,  (faies  the  old  man) 

My  pouertie  is  fuch  -, 

I  pre-thee  child,  do  what  thou  can 

Nor  may  it  be  too  much  : 

Considring  I  did  bring  thee  vp 

In  knowledge,  care,  and  louc, 

And  let  thee  drinke  of  plenties  cup; 

A  Fathers  beft  behoue." 
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The  obedient  Boy  defirous  too, 

To  fliew  his  vtmoft  will, 

Intreates  his  Father  thus  to  do, 

For  pra6life  of  his  flcill : 

To  buy  i'th  morne  a  Saddle  and  Bridle, 

And  meet  him  that  felfe  morrow, 

In  Caijus  field,  and  if  poflible, 

He  would  rid  his  for  row  : 

''  There  fliall  you  finde  (fayes  he)  a  Steed, 

"  as  white  as  Snow  or  Swan  : 

**  PofiefFe  him  to  relieue  your  need, 

"  And  make  what  price  ye  can/' 

He  thankes  his  fonne  :  "  I  but  (quoth  he) 

*'  What  fequel  lags  behind  ? 

*^  Nought  elfe  but  this ;  when  you  fliall  fee 

"  The  bargaine  full  affignd, 

''  Vnfaddle  me,  and  leaue  me  fold  ; 

*  *  But  fee  the  fame  be  done, 

' '  Leaft  after  forrow  grow  too  bold, 

^*  On  what  is  thus  begunne.'* 

They  parted  falre,  the  Old  man  home. 

The  Boy  vnto  his  traide. 

The  dayes  end  neere,  the  night  is  come. 

And  all  things  well  appaide  : 

The  Taylor  now  bethinking  him, 

Of  fortunes  paft  and  gone; 

His  Seruants  necligence,  lookt  grim, 

That  all  df  cayde  at  home  : 

Rifes  to  's  Booke,  and  by  his  art, 

He  well  perceiues  and  findes 

His  Boyes  attempt,  his  (kill  to  thwart, 

PofTeft  him  twentie  mindes. 

What 


and  his  Boy 

"  What  will  this  Youngfter  rife  vnto, 

*'  If  thus  he  chmbc  ^^fuyes  hee) 

"  To'th  top  of  all  my  practize?  no, 

"  It  may  nor  mufl  not  bee." 

Sees,  he  was  altrcd  in  his  fliape, 

And  to  a  goodly  Steed  ; 

Lt'uiles  now  to  catch  the  Ape, 

In  pra6life  of  this  deed  ; 

Doth  rife  betime,  and  futes  his  backe. 

Like  one  that  t[r]affickt  much  : 

And  to  the  market  all  in  blacke. 

As  Marchants,  like  one  fuch. 


^rgu^ 
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Argument 

Enuie  in  her  Sables  dreft 

Adonid  like  one  of  ire: 

Thus  fliapt,  is  euer  read}''  preft. 

To  fini(h  blacke  defire  : 

But  fee  the  chaunce,  and  what  proceeded 

On  fuch  difaftrous  diuelifli  deedes. 


^  Cant.  2\ 

COmes,  where  the  old  man  pacde  his  fleede, 
There  people  wondred  oft, 
To  fee  this  lade  of  fuch  a  breede, 
Curuet,  praunce,  leape  aloft. 
He  cals  to  know  the  loweft  price  : 
It  was  fiue  hundred  Francks. 
Too  deare  fayes  he,  the  old  man  wife, 
Sayd/o  it  fhould,  and  thanks  : 


As 


and  his  Boy. 

As  chapmen  in  their  bargaines  flickc 

To  rife  and  fall,  fo  hee 

Off  rd  and  went,  comes  backe  as  quickc ; 

At  laft  they  did  agree : 

The  money  tendcid,  vp  he  gets. 

To  try  the  paced  Steed  ; 

Who  vp  o'th  fodaine,  hence  he  iets. 

In  pace  of  porting  fpeed : 

Thus  galloping,  the  old  man  fithes, 

*'  My  faddle's  on  (fayes  hec) 

**  I  am  vndone,  ore-gone  vniths, 

**  Som  epower  preferuer  bee." 

Home  comes  my  Taylor  to  his  Stable, 

Who  to  *th  Manger  tyes 

This  Horfe  with  Ropes,  while  he  was  able 

Beats  his  backe  and  thighes. 

"  Thou  art  my  feruant  now  (fayes  hec) 

"  To  ride,  to  run,  and  go  ; 

**  And  I  willvfe  thee  cruelly  : 

"  Had  I  before  done  fo, 

*'  I  had  not  thus  bin  backt  and  rid, 

"  By  him  He  ouer  ride." 

The  Boy  thus  heard  how  he  was  chid, 

Thus  to  himfelfe  he  cride, 

"  ForgetfuU  Father,  I  am  wrong'd, 

"  Thy  necligence  is  caufe; 

**  Now  fhall  my  torment  be  prolonged, 

*'  And  here  my  fhape  muft  paufe, 

"  Vnlefle  fome  one  vngirt  my  backe, 

*'  This  fhape  will  euer  bee : 

**  Thus  my  confufed  (hame  and  wrackc, 

"  Is  (Father)  come  by  thee." 

C.  Nor 
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Nor  Hay  or  Prouender  was  giuen, 

Nor  Water  for  to  drinke  : 

Thus  Pin'd,  with  Want,  all  was  vneueii, 

The  Boy  transform'd,  doth  thinke  : 

Art  out  went  Art  in  what  was  done. 

His  M.'illers  (kill  was  ftronger, 

And  he  by  learning  ouercome, 

Was  now  approou'd  the  younger. 

The  "Taylor  had  two  tender  Babes, 

A  little  Sonne  and  Daughter  j 

Who  often  faw  their  Father's  rage, 

And  what  would  happen  after  : 

Confider'd  in  their  infant  thoughts, 

Vnles  the  Horfe  had  food. 

The  flately  Steede would  come  to  nought* 

And  that  were  not  fo  good. 

One  after  noone  came  there  to  play, 

At  lafl  they  thus  bethought  *om 

The  Horfe  was  dry,  and  knew  the  way 

To  'th  water  ;  where  they  brought  'om: 

The  lade  fhoke  often,  by  the  mane, 

His  Girts  ganne  to  vnlofe  3 

The  Saddle  that  did  fall  off  cleane, 

As  he  to  'th  Riuer  goes : 

The  litle  one  ftayes  there  to  keepe  it, 

While  the  other  leades 

The  Steed  to  'th  water ;  doth  beweepe  it. 

And  it  euer  dreades, 

**  It  will  be  loft,  alas  (fayes  he) 

*'  Then  are  we  both  vndone  : 

"■  Our  Father  miffing  it,  will  be 

*'  In  ansrer  ouercome." 

While 
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While  thus  they  doubtfully  do  plead 

The  falling  of  the  Saddle, 

The  fubtile  Steed  doth  (land  in  dread, 

T'  wil  caufe  a  further  brabble  : 

And  now,  or  neuer,  muft  he  get 

His  libertie  to  goe, 

Either  by  force,  by  prefent  wit, 

Or  liue  in  endles  woe : 

He  rubs  his  head  againft  his  leggc, 

And  euer  and  anone, 

Whinnies  aloude,  as  if  he  begges 

The  children  to  be  gone  : 

But  being  by  the  Riuer  fide. 

The  Bridle  new  flipt  off, 

Like  to  a  little  Fifhe,  doth  Aide 

Into  the  Streame,  and  laugh 

To  fee  the  young-ones  cry  aloude ; 

And  what  a  mone  they  make 

For  him,  who  now  was  nothing  proude 

This  lliape  to  vndertake. 


C 1  '^gi^ 
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Argument. 

Tis  euer  fo,  that  fubtiltie 

Doth  triumph  ouer  fuch 

Whofe  infant  young  fim'plicilie, 

Ben'ayles  the  a6tion  much  : 

But  where  intended  honeftie, 

Doth  worke  for  his  auaile, 

Let  wifedome  wiih  indifferently, 

It  may  haue  prefentbaile  : 

As  in  this  fhape  it  now  appeares. 

To  fcape  the  Taylors  two-edge  (heares. 


Cant,  3. 

r  B  iHe  affrighted  young  ones  all  amaz'd. 
Returning  from  the  Brookes, 
At  whom  the  angrie  Father  gaz'd. 
Saw  wonders  in  their  lookes : 


1 


Doth 
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Doth  Queftion  what  the  matter  is. 

They  lookt  all  fiddly  fo  :  ^ 

They  fearefull  too,  that  did  amifle, 

Were  loth  that  he  Ihould  know : 

But  when  there  was  no  remeadic. 

They  tell  their  Father  this, 

How  that  his  Horfe  was  fodainely 

Transform'd  into  a  Fifh. 

Hee  all  in  raged,  gets  him  home. 

And  when  he  faw  twas  true. 

His  Mans  disguife  to  recompence, 

He  bids  him-felfe  adue. 

And  turnes  into  a  greater  Fifh, 

The  leffer  to  deuower, 

Becaufe  he  knew  no  way  but  this, 

Was  in  his  furies  power : 

Thus  fhapt,  he  fprings  into  the  Streamc, 

Where  his  reuenge  did  fwim. 

Now  is  he  in  an  other  Realme, 

Which  was  vnknowne  to  him : 

Anone  he  comes  amongft  the  fhoales. 

Where  filuer  finned  Filhes 

Kept  their  bright  meeting  in  the  goales. 

Of  Neptune's  watry  wifhes. 

But  miffing  him  whom  he  defir'd 

He  glotes  as  lightning  glides  3 

Searching  the  deepes,  he  foone  afpir'd 

Where  golden  Tagus  bides, 

Where  I'riton  with  his  Trumpet  blail^ 

And  Argus  eyes  kept  way, 

While  plentie  ballaft  from  it  fail, 

What  flotes  the  Indian  Sea. 

C  3.  Heerc 
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Heere  was  the  fubtile  Taylor  Filh 

Sufpe<fl:ed  for  a  thiefe  : 

And  driuen  from  doing  ought  amiiTe 

By  power  from  the  chiefe  : 

Nor  there,  nor  any  where  he  findes 

His  new  transformed  youth; 

Of  Filli  or  Man,  of  neither  kindes, 

Though  both  of  him  infuth. 

At  length  vnlookt  for,  while  he  flayes, 

Playing  i'th  Flood  at 's  eafe, 

On*s  bellie,  back,  fides,  fundry  wayes, 

As  his  content  fhall  pleafe  : 

He  fpies  a  ftranger-Fifli  pafle  by  j 

At  whom,  fmall  Fifhes  throng, 

As  if  they  knew  by  nature,  why 

He  had  difguif 'd  fo  long. 


Jigu^ 
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Argument, 

ITeere  may  you  note  in  anger, 

What  toyles  and  labours  bee. 

And  though  the  old  be  ftronger, 

Yet  often  times  we  fee 

The  younger  wins  the  glorie, 

As  you  fhall  finde  writ  in  the  ftorie. 


T 


Caxt'  4, 

Hus  eager  in  purfuite  they  glide, 
The  feruant  Fi(h  perceaues 
It  was  his  Maifters  fubtile  priHe, 
Springs  through  the  weed-grovvne  leaues : 


The 
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The  elder  Fifh  vPd  age  and  ftrength. 

The  younger  vfd  more  fpeed  : 

Yet  fcarce  had  power  to  keepe  his  length, 

In  his  pofle  paffiue  fpeed : 

Through  fheluie  Brooks  (by  fedgy  bancks 

The  fhallow  and  the  deepe) 

In  Mud,  in  Grauell,  Weedes  and  Crancks, 

Now  fwim  they,  then  they  creepe. 

The  beautious  Ahy  labins  daughter. 

King  of  fea  and  land, 

Sends  out  her  hand-mayd  foone  hereafter, 

To  the  fait  fea  fand. 

To  gather  Pibbles  for  her  Bow, 

To  fhoote  at  flying  Birds  : 

Shee  ftoopes  and  fets  her  Bafkct  low, 

Vfing  thefe  angrie  wordes. 

<'  Mufl  I  be  made  a  gleaner  now, 

'*  To  geather  killing  Stones, 

**  For  harmeles  chirpers,  that  each  bough, 

«*  Beares  freely  for  the  nones  r* 

While  thus  fhe  grudg*d  her  taking  toyle, 

And  looking  on  the  Sea, 

She  might  behold  this  heauie  coyle, 

As  Fifties  when  they  play  ; 

And  in  the  Sommer  leape  aloft. 

In  the  beholders  eye  ; 

And  fodainely  fall  downeward  foft, 

rth  water  where  they  lie. 

Euen  fo  thefe  twaine,  wearie  with  flight, 

Make  ftand  ;  as  in  the  fielde 

Two  Armies  meete,  to  try  the  right. 

And  make  the  other  yeelde. 

Sometimes 
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Sometimes  the  hiifli  was  in  the  water 

Like  a  he. How  Grone, 

And  inllantly  proceeded  after 

Quiet,  as  if  none 

Diftnrb'd  the  Flood  :  but  when  her  eye 

Had  pierct  the  meaning  truely, 

More  wondring  llood  The,  and  thereby 

She  did  obferue  them  duely. 

When  Enuie  boldly  lliewde  it  felfe 

In  Fifh,  fo  well  as  Men  j 

To  which,  flie  (landing  on  the  flielfe, 

Made  this  reply  agen. 

"  Poore  fooles,  how  is'tthfy  wrangle  fo, 

"  Either  in  braiile  or  fport  r 

"  T'is  prettie,  hou-  fo  euer  (I  trow) 

"  And  fitting  my  report.'* 

But  while  amazde  Ihe  them  beheld 

The  fmallei"  Falh  grew  weake, 

Could  not  contend,  but  needs  mufl  yeeld  : 

And  therefore  thus  doth  fpeake. 

O  modeft  Mayde  receiue  me  yet, 
**  And  faue  me  from  my  foe  :" 
D'th  fodaine  in  her  Bafket  leapt, 
A  prettie  rifh  in  llioe : 
But  while  a  nazd^  ilic  lookt  thereon, 
As  mufing  at  this  thing, 
The  Fifh  Ihe  did  behold,  was  gon 
Into  a  Rubie  Ring, 
Vnfeene  of  her,  amongft  the  Stones 
She  gcatherd  on  the  fand, 
Which  Ihe  choof 'd  out  there  for  the  nonce 
By  labour  with  her  hand. 

D  Argu- 
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Argument 


This  RnUie  conqucies  wliere  it  lights, 

None  but  a  Princefle  hand. 

Can  part  the  couple  that  fo  fights. 

On  water  and  on  land  : 

Which  tight,  makes  plaine,as  yon  may  reed, 

A  Be-ggers  branle,  a  Princes  deed. 


Cant.  5 


iHe  prettie  gatherer  home  returnes, 
And  giues  the  Princelle  theefe  : 
(I  meane  the  Pibbles)and  Ihe  mournes, 
Her  labour  thus  to  leefe  ; 


Tyerde 
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ryerde  and  wearie  with  the  toyle, 

\nd  in  a  prettie  iest, 

Defires  the  Princelie  vfe  lefle  coyle, 

iVhen  (he  would  haue  the  reft  : 

\nd  tlierewithall,  vnfouldes  the  fight 

ktwixt  the  angrie  Fifhes, 

VVhich  made  the  Princefle  to  deHght, 

rhat  fhe  in  peiTon  wi(hes 

>h*ad  bin  pertaker  of  the  warre  : 

lo  prettily  maintainde, 

rhe  iourney  had  not  bin  too  farre, 

Vs  file  to  her  comphiinde  : 

Jut  when  her  Mayde  reported  to  her 

)f  the  Fi files  fcape 

rhe  ftorie  more  and  more  did  wooe  her, 

he  reioyft  the  fiiape. 

rhat  file  o'th  Ibdaine  did  enjoy, 

n  prefence  of  the  Fi(h  : 

\X\  this  the  Ring  transformed  Boy 

lad,  as  his  heart  did  wifii ; 

^nd  in  his  foyle  fo  lonely  fet, 

'aire  collited  in  Gold, 

le  fhinde  amongft  the  Pibbles  wet, 

loft  loucly  to  behold: 

o  beautifull  and  fanguine  red, 

"he  pi  ice  no  v  luchad ; 

Vhich  when  fiie  fjw,  fiie  quickly  faid 

ler  hopes  were  ritchly  alleid : 

'pon  her  pretious  ioynt  tis  put, 

Vhofe  bt:autie  did  contend, 

Vhether  the  King,  or  Finger  to't, 

Vere  loueleft  to  commend. 

D2  But 
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But  while  this  maze  of  doubt  drue  on, 

Herouer  weening  pride 

Was  daunted  ;  for  report  anon 

Came  to  her,  and  that  cride, 

Her  Fathers  Feauer  was  extreame,  . 

His  Pliisicke  did  no  good  : 

T'was  killing  nevves  to  all  the  Realme, 

Vntimely  vnderftood, 

In  forrow  when  the  filent  night, 

Did  fummon  her  to  bed; 

Not  fleepe,  b'.it  flumber  well  flie  might 

For  lo  l^ier  fadnes  faid  ; 

In  mid'il:  of  which,  fhe  thought  flie  faw 

A  naked  man  lie  nean^ 

Im bracing  her  :  who  cryed  law, 

■'  Faire  PrincelTe  neuer  feare; 

"  1  am  the  Rubie  on  your  hand, 

*'  Transformed  as  you  fee  ; 

*'  In  oiher  fliape  at  your  commaund, 

"   Your  vaflaile  flaue  to  bee." 

This  certaine  apparifion  feene. 

Whereto  fi.e  thus  replies  : 

Twixt  fleepe  and  wake  :  "  lam  a  QueeiiC, 

"  And  of  no  common  pi  ice  : 

"   Tis   tieafon  il  thou  touch  meyit; 

'*   And  therefore  be  not  bold 

''  Vnlis  our  biiths  do  prince  y  nt : 

'•  But  if  my  Ring  of  Gold, 

"  Touch  then,  and  fpare  not,-  do  thy  bell 

''   Toplcafe  me  in  the  wea^e:"  #| 

"  And  i  am  fuch  at  your  rcquefl,  1 

'''  (Quoih  he)  and  therefore  neare, ' 

He 
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He  on  her  luorie  white  of  breafts, 

Prefumcs  a  wanton  hand  ; 

She  puts  it  by  hke  Muficke  refts 

In  IkilfuU  longs  commaund. 

His  waggilli  boldnes  cride,  all's  mine  ! 

Her  maydcn  lliame  bade,  tie  : 

His  rudenes  did  a  worke  in  time, 

And  Ihe  percciu'd  thereby 

It  was  a  rubltauncc,  and  no  thought: 

She  ftarts  vpright  i'th  bed  : 

*'  Alas  (fayes  Ibe)  is  treafon  wrought," 

(And  offerd  to  haiie  fiecO 

*'  O  feare  mec  not,*'  Adojiis  fliycs, 

(For  now  hec's  fuch  a  one, 

As  fcornde  the  conqueft  loues  the  praife 

Of  what  his  fortune  wonne  :) 

"  But  vndcriland  me  what  I  am, 

"   My  fliape,  and  comming  hither.*' 

All  told,  the  fequell  fayes,  loues  fliame 

Dcuide  all  wrong  in  either : 

For  Honour  was  lis  fuertie, 

He  would  be  chad  and  true : 

She  did  accept  fecuritie, 

And  thus  begins  anew. 

"  He  boaCt  me  as  no  Princerfe  can, 

"  Nor  yet  that  eucr  might ; 

'•  In  naked  bed  1  lay  by  man, 

"   Yet  honeft  all  the  night : 

*  *  And  thou  ihalt  lay  as  much  againc, 

"  Thy  vcrtue  is  the  greater, 

"  That  mighft,  and  would  not  be  fo  vail  ^ 

"  Polfcfrmg  fuch  a  creature." 

D.3  111 
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In  this  contemplatorie  prate, 

TfiCy  part  away  the  night ; 

Where,  what  to  her  he  did  relate, 

Imagine,  iudge  ye  might : 

The  deed  of  darknefie  left  vndone. 

It  was  their  firil:  condition  : 

Then  in  what  errour  can  they  run, 

Vnlcs  in  repetition  : 

For  that  was  free  in  him  and  her, 

Both  parties  were  agreed, 

In  which  they  ventred  on  fo  far, 

Vow  feald  their  after  fpeed. 

The  morning  iealious  oi  the  eye, 

That  might  behold  him  there, 

Giues  warning,  and  he  by  and  by, 

Her  Ruble  did  appeare, 

Plac'd  on  her  finger,  as  before. 

"  O  FeJIadQ2iYc\  (iayes  fhe) 

"  I  am  thy  vottery  now  no  more, 

"  This  ring  hath  conquered  me/' 

She  kift  her  Finger,  welcomde  it ; 

Eadt  farewell  vnto  man, 

Since  both  were  Fancies  friends  to  fit 

Her  virgine  boidnes  than. 

Her  Maydes  that  lay  her  chamber  by, 

Begins  to  chide  her  forrow, 

Becaufe  that  follitude  was  niej 

Yet  bids  them  kind  good  morrow. 

Alas  (fayes  fhe)  my  Fathers  griefe. 

Is  caufe  of  all  my  care; 

Both  you  and  I  Ihall  mourne  as  chicfe 

If  he  die  vnaware. 


"  No 
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"  No  (quoth  the  Virgin)  here  is  newcs, 

**   Will  make  your  fad  heart  light; 

"  It  makes  all  modcli  wonder  mufe 

*'  Thathapt  fmce  yeafter  night." 

She  longes  (as  v^'omcn  do  with  child) 

To  heare  that  blefled  wonder : 

They  in  their  tatling  meeke  and  milde. 

Doth  trueth  and  iudgmcnt  lYinder : 

But  when  they  finde  tis  all  too  good, 

The  offer  made  to  'th  King, 

Was  true  and  eafly  vnderllood, 

It  did  their  comfort  bring. 

"  There  is  (quoth  they)  a  Do6i:or  come, 

"  Ariu'd  but  late  laft  night  ; 

"  Of  whofe  great  fkill  he  yeeldes  you  fome, 

"  And  doth  our  Countrey  right: 

"   He  will  attempt  what  all  refufe, 

"  By  Phificks  art  to  cure 

"  Your  Fathers  Feaucr  :  and  this  ncwes, 

'*  He  doth  by  life  aifure : 

"  Onely  his  recompence  is  fmall ; 

"  Which  when  his  art  is  doone, 

"  He  will  demaundc,  and  there-with-all, 

•'  This  morn  he  hath  begunne : 

"   And  tis  not  yet  two  bowers  ago, 

'*   Since  his  firit  Potion  tooke  ; 

"   V  hereby  the  fit  that  haunts  him  fo, 

"  His  vfuall  hower  forfooke. 

This  powerfuU  parlie  rouf'd  the  Deare, 

The  Larke  did  early  mount : 

It  fprung  a  Partridge;  whofe  vpreare, 

^^^as  of  a  great  account : 


She 
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She  now  defires  to  fee  the  man, 
Whofe  cunning  promif  *d  this  : 
And  thus  the  eniiious  Taylor  can 
Be  Marchaunt,  Doctor,  Fifh  : 
For  he  it  was  whofe  llrange  difguife. 
Afforded  power  of  fkill, 
To  cure  the  King,  who  bed-red  lyes, 
'  ^'^  doth  obey  his  will. 


ArgU' 
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Argument 

Here^commiiig,  doth  prefent  his  cure. 
To  acron)plifli  further  fpit^ht  : 
Atic!  doth  vp  throw  hisloftie  lure. 
Whereon  the  Ilauke  Hiould  light  : 
But  the  Birds  eve  well  fees  and  knowec 
The  Partrijjes  from  carrion  Crowes. 


T 


Gant.  6. 

He  King  in  comfort  of  his  cure, 
Begins  to  bragge  his  health. 
The  Doctor  further  doth  alibie 
Himfelfe  of  loue  and  wealth : 


And 
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And  all  the  Countrie  in  a  hope. 

Their  King  fliall  by  his  art, 

Enioy  a  further  princely  fcope, 

Then  health  could  yet  impart : 

Who  but  this  Docftor,  through  the  land, 

Was  prayed  for  euery  where. 

Who  by  his  art  did  vnderftand 

His  Boy  difguif'd  was  there; 

Intendes  to  meete  him  in  thsrt  fhape 

Who  yet  thinkes  Uttle  fo, 

Vntill  report  betrayde  the  fcape 

Of  his  prefuming  foe. 

Now  flumbers  on  the  Princeffe  finger. 

As  her  deareft  lem  ; 

While  this  thrice  happy  tydings  bringer, 

Thus  awakened  them. 

Who  comming,  while  the  King  in  bed 

Lay  waytinglife  or  death  : 

The  Ring  nought  hearing,  Htle  faid, 

It  wanted  life  and  breath, 

Till  it  transform'd  to  man  againe, 

Should  heare  what  came  to  palFe  : 

And  as  it  feem'd,  it  did  remaine 

A  Rubie  fliining,  t'waffe. 

The  amorous  Princefle  now  attired, 

Comes  to  the  crafed  King  : 

Whofe  bleffing  when  (he  had  defired. 

She  prefjnts  her  Ring  : 

And  with  no  vulgar  complement 

Diuulg'd,  and  did  extoie 

The  beautie,  vertue,  excellent, 

With  ioy  and  earneft  foule. 


Much 
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Much  prayles  paft  twixt  him  and  her: 

The  Doctor  flanding  by, 

"  Sayd,  if  r  cure  your  Graces  Feauer, 

"  You  can  not  deny, 

*•  But  I  fhall  haue  what  I  will  alkc, 

"  In  guerdion  of  my  (kill." 

''  T'is  true,  (the  King  fayes)  to  this  tallcc; 

**  I  binde  my  royall  Will." 

•'  Why  then  prepare  (the  Do6lor  fayes) 

"  This  Ruble  Ring  for  me  ; 

"  I  am  inamor  d  ot  the  pi  ayfe, 

"  And  mine  the  fame  fhall  be." 

''  I  that,  and  what  elfe  (fayes  the  King) 

''  My  kingdome  can  afford, 

*'  Is  thine,  my  form.er  health  to  bring, 

'*  Thereto  I  paffe  my  word.'* 

"  How  can  it  be  (the  Princefle  fayes) 

'*  Our  Father  will  beftow 

'^  What  is  not  his,  to  length  his  dayes } 

'*  Although  I  duetie  owe, 

"  And  (as  a  child)  fhould  part  with  all, 

'*  Your  health  to  re-obtaine ; 

'*  It  is  my  life  that  he  doth  call, 

"  To  recompence  his  paine: 

*'  And  mine  is  dearer  vnto  mee, 

'*  Then  yours,  or  thoufands  moe. 

"  What  touches  life,  is  ftill,  you  fee,'  H  ^''^^'' 

"  Our  owne  thus  to  beftow.      ^{^  .'•  ^ 

"  Then  pardon  me  to  kcepe  my  life, 

"  (I  meane  this  Rubie  Ring) 

"  VnlefTe  to  him  that  cals  me  wife, 

"  I  doe  this  treafure  bring." 

E2  The 
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The  bed-red  Prince  inrag'd  with  griefe, 

Cryes,  treafon  to  his  blood  : 

**  For  (lie  (fayth  he)  that  fliould  be  chiefe, 

"  (Obedience  vnderftood) 

"  Is  now  negle6lfull :  woe  to  thee, 

"  Thou  monfter  in  thy  birth  : 

"  My  Daughter  ?  no,  to  difagree, 

"  On  matter,  though  of  wirth, 

"  Yet  nothing  in  refpc6t  of  vs, 

''  When  life  lies  at  the  ftake  : 

**  Giue  me  the  Ring  thou  reekinil  thus, 

**  Beflow  it  for  my  fake." 

*'   Nay  then  your  Maieftie  doth  doate, 

**  And  I  (quoth  flic)  will  not." 

**  You  of  his  counfell  i  pray  you  noate, 

*'  The  Doctor  fayes  :  but  that 

*'  Is't  pofTible  fuch  petite  price, 

**  Should  be  of  fuch  efteeme  ? 

"  Why  I  aduenturc  on  the  dice 

*'  Of  Fortune,  and  cafl  them 

"  To  vtmoft  heigth  of  all  the  chaunce, 

*'  Perhaps  my  foule  is  gage, 

"  Your  highnes  perfon  to  aduance  : 

**  And  fhall,  ill,  thus  prefage. 

"  Then  Knowledge  in  obliuion  turne, 

**  And  Art  with  Studie  end : 

"  My  prayfes  perifh,  Bookes  fhall  burne, 

"  All  llacke  what  I  intend : 

"  If  I  had  alkt  the  Diademe 

"  To  weare  it  as  mine  owne  ; 

*'  Thus  Kinglike  to  commaund  the  Realmc, 

**  It  had  not  been  bellowne, 

^'  Since 
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**  Since  in  a  toy,  a  guift  fo  bace 

"  1  am  fo  foone  necle6ted  : 

"  If  in  a  Hiotion  of  more  grace, 

*'  How  had  I  been  refpected : 

"  I  will  begone,  tis  time  1  trow, 

**  Accurft  my  comming  hither. 

**  When  kindnes  imps  his  wing  fo  low, 

"  In  fracture  of  this  Feather," 

The  Do6lor  flinges  afide  in  rage : 

Whereat  the  King  amazde  -' 

Cals  him  againe  :   whofe  fuUen  age, 

When  it  o'th  Princefl'e  gazde, 

He  darted  furie  from  his  eyes, 

Which  fliot  the  Daughter  through  : 

But  when  (he  thought  vpon  the  prize 

She  reackt  no  anger  now  : 

*'  Shoot  on  (fayes  flie)  here  is  my  heart, 

**  Deare  Father,  hit  it  dead  ; 

"  Before  from  this  I  cuer  part, 

"  Come  mifchiefe  on  my  head  : 

"  I'fayth  I  will  not  fo  perfwade." 

(And  ofFerd  to  be  gone) 

"   Stay  (fayth  the  King)  thou  cruell  Mayde, 

**   Thou  ftialt  not  goe  alone. 

To  prifon  take  her,  fhut  her  vp 

From  fight  of  day  or  funne. 

Since  by  her  nay,  this  night  I  fup 

With  ruine,  thus  vndone. 

What  hope  haue  I  to  haue  my  cure, 

When  knowledge  is  rewarded, 

And  hath  no  vantage  to  aflure 

On  promife  fo  awarded  : 

E3  **  Goc 
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*  Goe  chaine  lier  head  vnto  her  knees, 
'  There  let  her  pine  and  die  ; 

*  Since  their  obedience  giues  to  leese, 
'  What  children  owe  thereby. 

*  Shall  1  haue  any  in  my  land  ; 

*  Nay  of  Pxiy  flefh  and  blood, 

'  That  will  nay  dare  ^o  foone  withftand 

*  The  motion  wee  thinke  good  r 

'  Why  now  mee  thinkes  I  am  recur'd, 

'  And  luftier  then  before  : 

'  And  fliall  not  liich  fmall  loue  fecur'd 

'   Be  graunted  much  the  more  ? 

'  I'll  giue  thee  for  that  petite  Ring, 

'   A  million  of  Treafure  : 

'  Nay,  curfed  as  I  am  thy  King, 

*  I  will  commaund  my  pleafurc  : 

'  Yet  humbly,  as  I  am  thy  father, 

*  I  rcqueft  and  crane  ; 

'  Thou  art  my  child,  lo  much  the  rather, 
'  Let  me  afke,  and  haue/' 
The  Flint  by  this,  was  pierc'd  witli  raine,. 
The  Marble  of  her  minde 
Began  to  yeeld,  that  flie  againe 
Relented,  and  was  kinde. 
"  1  o  morrow  (fayes  Ihe)  you  fhall  heare 
*'  My  refolutions  doome  :• 
'*  Till  then,  be  paffified  to  beare  '   0-" 

"  Forcharitie,  Tie  come." 
The  King  receiues  her  in  his  armes, 
*'   I  pre-thee  child,  fayes  hee, 
**   (And  kiffes  her;  auoyde  the  harmes, 
"  Ihat  howerly  threaten  mee: 
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"  If  I  rtiould  die  the  lofTe  were  great ; 

"  And  therefore  for  to  Hue, 

"  Vouchfafe  thy  Ring,  the  guift's  no  cheat, 

"  That  I  intreat  thee  glue  : 

'*  Part  from  it  wilhngly,  kind  Daughter, 

"  Well  I  know  thy  heart 

**  AfFectes  it  dearcly  ;  yet  my  (laughter 

"  Dearer  is  in  part." 

At  this  Ihe  fmil'd,  and  anfwcr'd,  well : 

As  if  a  man  Ihould  fay, 

Thefe  flattiies  wins  nor  heauen  nor  hell. 

And  fo  Ihe  goes  her  way  : 

But  as  flie^turn'd  her  out  of  fight 

She  cafles  a  bitter  looke 

Vpon  the  Doctor,  as  (he  might. 

But  he  pour'd  on  his  booke, 

As  melancholy  Students  doo, 

Whofe  practife  well  they  know, 

Doth  want  both  meanes  and  matter  too. 

Yet  they  muft  brooke  it  thoe. 

The  fithing  King  fayes,  "  Courage  man, 

"  Be  froiick,  tis  thy  Ring 

**  And  I  am  thine  to  boote  :  what  than 

**  May  thy  difcomfort  bring  ? 

''  Shall  we  that  all  commaund,  be  thus 

"  Neclected  in  a  toy  ? 

"  No,  afke  a  Countrey  next  of  vs, 

"  And  give  that  to  thy  Boy." 

That  word  brought  blood  into  his  face, 

Which  was  before  fo  pailc. 

'^  Thoughthe,how  near  me  comes  your  Grace, 

"  Ore  him  I  (hall  preuaile : 

''  For 
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*'  For  t'is  his  mine  I  attempt, 

'*  And  if  I  get  this  Ring, 

♦•  His  fhape  of  Boy,  Tie  circumuent, 

*'  He  (hall  be  no  fuch  thing. 

Home  comes  the  Princefle,  and  all  fad. 

She  throwes  her  on  the  bed  ^ 

Alas  (fayes  fhe)  I  fhall  run  mad, 

Such  wiles  are  in  my  head  : 

Oh  tis  my  Finger  that  poynts  to  it ; 

Tis,  it  is  my  Ringj 

And  tis  a  Father,  he  doth  do  it, 

Tis  a  cruell  King  : 

What  is  he  liuing  elfe  but  he. 

That  would  his  Daughter  thrall. 

To  fubiugate  himfelfe  and  me, 

Vnto  his  Vrinall? 

To  one  whofe  fkill  is  but  as  fhreads, 

That  cunning  workemen  cut ; 

Not  Art-profefTmglkilfull  heads, 

But  more  impofture  put, 

A  mountie  bancke  our  Poet  faies, 

Defcribed  by  his  Foxe, 

That  fips  vp  Wine,  wherein  dead  Flies 

Remaine  in  drowned  floxe  : 

A  Quackfaluer,  a  Pedagoge, 

A  Phificke  cheating  knauc, 

A  Poyfoner,  and  a  cunning  Roge, 

To  Vertue  young  and  graue  : 

One  that  trots  about  the  land. 

His  Budget  at  his  backe, 

As  Tinkers,  hammering  in  their  hand 

A  Kettle  with  a  cracke. 

•'  Oh 
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*'  Oh  pardon  me  faiie  Modeftie, 

"  And  Charitie  forgiue  ! 

"  I  am  artiamde  vnreiierently, 

'*  Such  fl.uies  as  he,  ftiould  liue." 

She  wets  her  fini^er  from  her  Ups, 

And  rubs  it  about  the  Ring, 

And  mildly  off  the  Rubie  llips, 

That's  giaunted  to  (he  King, 

"  Lie  there  (fayes  Ihe)  vnvvorthy  I, 

**  To  gaine  lb  ritch  a  lem, 

*^  That  am  inforc'd  by  flatterie, 

*'  To  yeeld  thee  vp  to  them." 
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Argument 

D*  rpaire,  tliat  towers  vp  fo  lie, 

In  frincleii  gricfc  and  feare  : 

Lights  low  tiiroiiph  loue,  and  dotli  defie 

The  dani^er  thai  fits  nearer 

For  from  the  eart!i  fpritigs  vp  a  fliape. 

That  trees  the  feare  of  fuch  a  rape  : 

And  rubie  heautie  in  this  King, 

Transfornies  to  loue  man,  any  thing. 


Cant.  7- 


O  sooner  did  the  Ring  touch  ground 
But  prefently  doth  change 
Into  his  former  fhape  profound. 
To  ii^dgemcnt  pafling  flrange. 
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In  cloth  of  Gold  a'ld  Peaiie  to  fee. 

More  loLiely  then  before  : 

In  loue  exceeding  his  degree, 

For  it  was  ten  times  more. 

'•  Now  iwecte  (fayes  he)  why  are  you  fad  : 

**   Why  is  your  beautie  paile  r" 

''  You  know  (quoth  llie)  it  makes  me  iiad 

*'  And  they  will  both  prcuaile." 

"  1  pre'thee  Princeii'e,  fpeakc  thy  minde. 

'*   Though  I  change  ihape  (fayes  hce :) 

'*  Yet  iNature  is  not  all  fo  kinde, 

"  To  graunt  that  guift  to  mee: 

"  Thus  can  I  heare,  and  iudgea  thing, 

*'   Becaufe  my  fenfes  bee  : 

"  But  when  I  am  your  Rubie  Ring, 

'*  What  liuing's  then  in  mee  ? 

"  I  pre'thee  let  me  heare  thy  griefe 

"  I  know  my  Maifters  fpight 

*•   Purfues  me,  and  is  too  too  briefe, 

"  This  very  inflant  night : 

"  But  in  what  fhape  1  do  not  know, 

"  Yet  ftill  my  heart  perfwades, 

"  Some  transformation  he  doth  fhow 

"  In  day  and  night  s  blacke  Ihades : 

'*  And  fure  I  am  he  vnderilands, 

*'  It  cannot  be  dcnide, 

*'  How  hke  11  Rubie  on  thefe  hands, 

"  My  mortall  fhape  doth  bide 

"  Haue  you  not  heard  offucha  man 

"  As  feekes  your  Ring  to  win  ?*' 

''  Yes,  yes  (layes  (lie)  and  told  him  than, 

"  What  leuell-coyle  had  bin  ; 

F9,  **  How 
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'*   How  Phiiicke  had  her  Father  curde, 

"   Requeuing  but  that  guift : 

"  Which  being  by  the  King  affurde 

"   T'was  gone,  no  other  fliit't. 

*'  She  had  flood  out  to  th'  vttermoft,- 

'*  Ani  moie  then  did  b.feeme  : 

''  A  child  againfl  her  father  loft 

"  A  King  of  fuch  efleeme : 

"   Init  now  my  fioutncs  ftoopes  perforce; 

"   For  who  is't  will  not  yteld  ? 

''   When  parents  praiers  proiiokes  remorce, 

*'  To  win  the  glorious  fild  : 

"   And  I  haue  parted  in  defence, 

"  Till  comnofuion  fpake, 

"  And  bade  me  beg  for  my  pretence 

"   A  Pardon  for  loue's  fake. 

"   1  did  it ;  and  he  grauntcd  truce 

"■   Conditionally,  that  hec 

"  Should  haue  this  Ring,  and  all  abufe 

•'   Was  pardoDed  in  mee. 

*'   I  chaleng'd  till  the  morrow  next 

*'■   And  I  would  ani'were  them  : 

"  But  now  Hand  I  the  moll  perplcxt, 

''   For  1  muft  yceld  the  lem. 

"  But  wh'.n  my  heart  fore-thin kes  againe 

"  Thy  danger;  and  now  know 

"   It  is  thy  Maillers  Furie  then 

*'  That  thus  purfues  thee  fo  : 

"   I  FiOw  make  protellation, 

''  It  fhall  ncuer  bee  ; 

"  He  loofe  my  life  before  fuch  fafhion; 

'^  Wronges  m.y  Loue  and  mee." 


As 


and  his  Boy, 

As  Do6lors  in  their  deepeft  doubts, 

Stroke  vp  their  foreheads  hie, 

Or  men  amazcie,  their  foirovv  flouts. 

By  fqueaning  with  the  eye  : 

Or  as  the  Mayde  furcharg'd  with  woe, 

Shewes  water  in  her  eyes, 

Or  as  the  Schoole-boy  loth  togoe 

Doth  trucant  fcu(e  deuife  ; 

Or  as  a  Wanton  in  her  mufc, 

Doth  Hand  and  bite  the  lip; 

Or  as  the  Prifoner  cannot  chafe, 

But  ftayes  to  take  the  whip  : 

Euen  fo  ftood  he,  all  fpent  and  gone, 

Solemne  deepe  poireil: ; 

Anone  he  walkes  afide  alone. 

And  Ihewes  his  heart's  vnreft 

By  figths  and  looking  vp  to  heauen, 

And  beating  of  his  hands. 

The  Princeile  griefe  not  much  vneuen, 

His  fadnes  vnderftands, 

And  foirovv  can  of  Ibrrow  iudge, 
When  meditations  by, 

For  filence  is  a  common  drudge 

To  inward  poUicie; 
-She  thus  falutes  him  "  Gentle  loue, 

"  Miflruft  not  my  true  heart ; 

'  Tis  thine  for  euer  :  which  to  approue, 

'  This  Ring  fhall  neuer  part, 

'*  rie  die  imbracing  thee  (I  fweare) 

"  As  thou  ihalt  compafTe  mee  : 

''  Nor  let  it  giieue  thy  minde  toheare 

'*  This  fodaineextafie ; 

F  3  Fo. 
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"  For  t'is  like  raine  in  funfhine ;  yit 

"  Which  promifes  to  earth, 

*'  Though  cloudy  t.^mpeft  much  vnfit 

"  Will  come  a  time  of  wirth  j 

"  And  fo  in  vs:  haue  patience  then 

*'  Thcfe  ambiguities 

"  Will  with  the  Doclors  Ikill  to  men, 

"  Threaten  vncertainties : 

*'  But  more  extortion  of  the  ill, 

"  Will  turiie  to  after  good." 

All  this  ihe  ipake  with  hearts  good  will  -, 

But  t'was  not  vnderftood, 

lie  mufde  on  matter  of  more  waight, 

Plow  befl:  he  might  preuent 

W'th  tricke  for  tricke  his  Maifters  pate, 

Which  hammer'd  ill  intent. 

*'  Art  come?    (fayes  he)  and  is  it  knowne 

*'  How  I  eicapt  thy  iie, 

"  Anil  fled  t!)e  water,  kept  my  owne, 

*'  To  hinder  thy  de(ire  t 

*'   Alacke  poore  life,  how  art  thou  fought, 

"  What  traps  are  layde  for  thee  ? 

"   And  now  1  feetis  not  for  nought, 

*'  My  Maiiter  iniures  mee.: 

*'  Since  I  not  onely  am  efcapt, 

"  But  this  am  hie  in  fauour  ; 

"  By  meanes  and  art  Tme  double  fhapt, 

"  Of  value  and  behauour. 

"  Come,  doe  thy  worll,  I  haue  deuif'd; 

''  Thy  welcome  is  but  woe  : 

*'  Forc-v-arn'd,  fore-arm'd;  and  I  am  wit 'd, 

*'  1  hy  hate  to  vnder-goe. 

"  Faii€ 


atid  his  Boy 

Faire  ftarre  of  beautie,  whofe  bright  fliine 

Doth  nil  the  Comets  dimmej 

Whofe  blaze  makes  Metures  force  decline, 

Being  deckt  fo  heauenly  trimmc. 

Giue  hearing  now,  or  neuer,  fweete. 

It  flands  vs  both  vpon  ; 

This  cunning  Do(^lor  wee'le  regreete 

With  like  for  like,  anone  : 

I  will  aifume  my  lall  difguife, 

In  likenes  of  the  Ring, 

Which  thou  Ihalt  bring  in  louing  wife; 

Prefent  it  to  the  King." 

0  no  (quoth  Ihee)  I  made  an  oth. 
That  I  would  neare  doe  fo  ; 

Nor  thou  nor  it,  neither  of  both, 

1  neuer  will  i'oi  goe  :" 

Nor  neuer  Ihall  you,  heare  me  yit, 
Marke  how  the  deed  fhali  be ; 
Such  deeds  muft  haue  a  reach  of  wit 
To  baffill  fuch  as  he: 
When  thou  in  humblenes  of  heart, 
Makft  proffer  of  the  fame, 
Confeile  lis  duetie  to  impart, 
To  ihun  a  Fathers  blame: 
But  chutliih  caft  it  on  the  earth, 
Which  be  you  lure  it  tucht, 
Or  all  we  do  is  little  worth, 
Although  we  venture  much. 
And  for  the  morall,  giue  iT.e  leaue 
To  iudgle,  v\  ith  the  Diudl : 
I  vi'ill  explaine,  that  he'ie  perc^aue, 
His  welcome  is  but  euili." 
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The  PrincefTe  weary  of  her  woe, 

Defirous  to  be  briefe, 

Applaudes  his  bidding,  will  do  fo, 

To  cheate  this  phificke  thiefe, 

Attires  her  in  her  coftly  weedes. 

More  ritch  then  euer  yit ; 

And  to  her  Father  (lie  proceedes, 

Defirous  all  fliould  fit. 

More  like  a  Goddeffe  lookes  fhe  now, 

Then  Princcfle  made  of  earth : 

To  whom  her  Fathers  fubie6tes  bow, 

And  bled:  her  hower  of  birth ; 

Repeating  to  her  as  fhe  goes, 

Her  welcome  was  but  ill : 

But  now  the  Court  and  Country  knowes 

Shee's  blefl  i'th  Kings  good-will. 

Thefc  bufie  Subiecles,  fuch  they  are. 

As  be  in  other  lands,  ' 

That  carpe  at  flate  ;   and  do  declare, 

What  no  man  vnderflands  : 

They'le  feeme  to  know,  and  what  they  thinke 

Is  Chronicle  for  truth: 

The  Prince  fils  out,  and  they  will  drinke, 

Both  fawcie,  age  and  youth  : 

Well,  leaue  them  to  their  vulgar  prate. 

And  come  we  to  our  florie, 

The  PrincefTe  came,  the  King  in  flate, 

Salutes  her  Virgin  glorie  : 

Sees  in  her  eyes,  the  will  confent, 

And  welcomes  her  with  fmiles. 

Sayes,  '*  daughter,  heauen  and  eartli  are  bent 

"  To  blelTe  vs  both  the  whiles, 

''  This 


<c 


and  his  Boy, 

"  This  Do6lor's  here,  whofe  excellence 

**   Of  art  and  fecret  ikill, 

"  Hath  railM  an  old  and  ruind  fence, 

"  To  ftand  mofl  iirongly  ftill : 

'*  And  now  no  doubt,  thou  art  refolu'd 

**  To  graunt  him  his  requeil: 

"  I  know  thy  loue  is  more  reuolu*d 

"  And  lou'ft  that  lewell  bell : 

*'  But  I  haue  lent  thee  long  a  lemme, 

"  Of  hie  and  greater  wirth  j 

My  heart,  my  child,  this  royall  ftemme, 

Hath  bleft  thee  from  thy  birth." 
With  this,  fuch  teares  the  King  let  fall, 
The  chriftall  drops  fo  fhine. 
As  it  did  woe  and  pittie  call. 
Their  duties  to  refigne, 
Like  Diamonds  lookt  his  pearly  teares  j 
For  fuch  they  were  of  beautie : 
Who  pitties  not  his  creft  falne  yeares, 
And  balmes  them  with  their  duetie. 
Euen  fo  doth  flie  and  fmilingly 
Like  children  to  their  mother, 
Once  beaten  for  their  foolery, 
Yet  they  can  do  no  other, 
But  have  the  water  in  their  eyes  5 
Although  to  pleafe  the  time, 
They  laugh  and  fmile,  t*is  but  difguife, 
To  coulour  out  their  crime. 
T'is  thus  with  her  whofe  heart  was  bent 
Still  to  detaine  the  Ring, 
Yet  weeping  ripe,  in  merriment, 
Confented  to  the  King  : 

G  Whom 
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Whom  Wrath  with  Nature  wrefteled. 

And  Loue  with  Anger  ioynde : 

She  thus  diflembUng,  nesteled, 

And  this  excufe  was  coynde. 

"  Sir,  as  your  bidding  gaue  commaund, 

"   I  come,  in  humble  fort, 

*'  Obedient  both  in  heart  and  hand, 

"  To  yeeld  the  conquer'd  fort  : 

"  To  Ihew  my  dutie  to  your  Grace, 

*•  My  hearts-hate  to  this  man 

'*  Who  in  refpect  of  time  and  place, 

*'  I  brooke  as  heft  J  can  : 

*'  Yet  who  is't  hath  |)oirefion 

*'  Of  value  and  of  wirth, 

*'  That  giues  it  interceflion 

"  To  one  of  bafcr  birth, 

"  But  gals  at  heart,  and  grieues  at  foule, 

**  To  let  fuch  value  goe? 

"  Did  not  your  Maieftie  controule, 

**  And  fayd,  it  fliould  be  fo  ? 

"   Whereto  1  am  a  willing  child  ; 

*'  Confefling  what  I  haue, 

"  Is  dedicate,  and  thus  compilde 

"  Vnto  your  iudgement  graue  : 

'*  And  heere  it  is;   I  kilie  it  yit, 

"  Next  lay  it  at  your  feete. 

"  To  Ihew  my  loue,  as  doth  befit 

"  To  one  of  fuch  eflate. 

*'  But  as  it  is  the  price  of  cure, 

"  I  willingly  refigne, 

"  And  do  my  mayden  life  allure 

"  I  owe,  what  elfe  is  mine. 
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But  then  againe,  as  you  reuiae 

My  Father  and  my  King  : 

My  coynelTe  more  and  more  doth  ftriue, 

To  part  with  Life  and  Ring. 

So  much  for  that:  now  fir  to  you 

That  challenge  at  my  hand 

A  payment  royall,  ritch,  and  true, 

And  done  by  great  commande: 

Promifj  me  yet  before  the  King, 

As  you  are  what  you  feeme, 

Not  for  to  wrong  this  Rubie  Ring, 

But  hold  it  in  efteeme  : 

For  many  fuch  as  you  (I  know) 

Like  M/'ps  Cocke,  i'th  duft, 

Had  rather  haue  a  Corne  to  owe, 

Then  Stone  of  fuch  a  truft: 

You'le  weare  it  in  foms  abie6l  fort, 

Or  change  the  propertie, 

To  make  your  idle  iudgement  fport. 

Not  like  a  La[)idarie: 

But  as  an  Alien  fooliQi  proud. 

With  whom  fuch  pretious  glorie, 

Yet  neucr  was  m  thought  aloud, 

Or  ti  im'd  by  cunning  for  yee." 
he  Do6lor  now  at  hob-man  blinde, 
kgins  to  caft  about, 
Vhy  fhe  fhould  thinke  him  fo  vnkinde, 
kgins  to  quele  the  doubt 
A'^ith  proteftations,  that  he  would 
^our-,  like  it,  as  it  ought : 
Vs  if  of  twentie  Kings  it  Qiould 
^e  highly  ouer-bought. 

G2  *'  Alas 
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**  Alas  (fayes  he)  fo  much  I  dote 

"  Vpon  this  Pretious  ftone, 

*'  As  I  efteeme  my  venture  got, 

"  Is  feconded  by  none. 

"  And  as  my  cure  is  pad  compare 

"  For  any  elfe  to  know  : 

''  So  my  rewards,  beyond  it  farre, 

*'  I  loue,  and  hke  it  fo." 

**  Come,  come  (fayes  fhe)  thou  hipocrite, 

"  Diffembler  of  thy  kinde, 

"  I  know  thy  heart,  andean  recite 

^*  Thy  perfon  and  thy  minde. 

*'  But  thinke  not  (Sir)  the  damned  Diuell, 

"  Who  you  fo  dayly  ferue, 

"  Will  buckler  out  this  common  euill, 

"  But  lets  your  Vertue  ftarue  : 

*'  Tis  this  you  fteke,  and  there  it  is ; 

*'  Stoope  yit  and  take  the  paine, 

"  You  little  can  affoord,  I  wis, 

"  If  not  fuch  toyle,  for  gaine. 

''  My  heart  doth  ftoope  to  your  requelt, 

"  And  you  fliall  ftoope  thus  loe  ; 

"  The  ground  fliall  yeeld  what  I  loue  beft : 

"  And  thus  I  let  it  goe." 

But  as  the  Do6lor  greedily, 

Doth  bend  him  to  the  earth 

To  catch  the  Rubie  fpeedily, 

Begins  a  worke  of  worth, 

Euen  in  the  moment  on  the  ground. 

Whereas  the  Ring  did  fall : 

Sproung  a  Pomegranet  faire  and  round ; 

Which  fight  amazed  all. 
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Argument 

Who  challenges  ignobly, 

A  gift  aboiie  requeft, 

This  is  the  fruite  that's  got  thereby, 

Whofe  vertue  is  expieft. 

To  ftaine  and  fpot,  though  it  be  pure 

Eucn  fo  it  conies  to  pafle; 

Who  wifely  thinkeshimfelfe  fecure, 

Doth  often  prouc  an  asse  : 

/^s  will  the  fequell  (liew  to  all, 

What  to  this  Doaor  did  befall. 


R 


Cant.  8. 

Ecouer'd  from  this  wonderment, 
They  in  their  iudgement  fee. 
This  Fruite  was  from  fome  power  fent, 
Vpon  the  earth  to  bee  : 

G  3  And 
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And  euery  one  begins  his  pride, 

To  giue  it  prayfes  due. 

The  King  fayes  firfl:   "  It  is  the  Bride 

"  To  Beautie,  faire  and  true; 

*'  And  was  more  lonely  to  the  eye, 

"  Th  n  clufters  of  ripe  Grapes, 

*'  Whofe  prellure  yeelded  VVme,  whereby 

"  The  heart  from  f  )rrovv  fcapes: 

"   Or  like  the  woman  to  the  man, 

"   When  fhe  in  ornament, 

"  Lookt  like  the  glorie  of  the  Sunne 

"  Amidft  the  Firmament." 

The  Nobles  by,  rapt  in  the  prayfe  j 

One  fpake  for  all  the  reft, 

As  they  in  counfell  fate  and  gaife. 

While  Wifedome  is  expreft. 

"  To  mee  (fayes  Grauitie)  it  feemes, 

**  As  Turtles,  when  they  meete, 

"  Whofe  good  agreeing,  iudgement  deemes 

"   Hath /z^;z/><7/r/^  to  greete: 

"  So  is  my  heart  vnto  this  Fruite, 

•'   Annexed  with  fuch  ioy, 

"  As  well  my  tongue  cannot  difpute, 

"  Whofe  coulour  is  Le  ro}j" 

The  modell  Princeiie  knowing  well. 

The  fhape,  her  loue  to  bee. 

Begins  to  Ihadow,  and  expell 

Her  griefes,  and  thus  fayes  ihee. 

*'   My  Fathers  iudgement  is  diuine 

"  Which  thought  it  was  a  Bride; 

*'  Euen  fo  thmke  I,  and  would  t'were  mine, 

"  It  were  my  mayden  pride  : 

"How 
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"  How  eiier,  I  will  gather  it, 

*'  It  fliall  be  mine  in  vfe  :'* 

"  T'is  ^quoth  the  King)  and  doth  befit 

**  Thy  bcautie  virgin  trufc/* 

Thefe  praylcs  kild  the  Do6tors  heart 

He  knew  it  was  his  Boy 

That  thus  difguif 'd,  did  feeke  to  thwart 

The  pride  of  all  his  ioy, 

Lookt  like  the  angry  cloudes  in  blackes, 

Which  threaten  Ihcwers  of  raine  ; 

Yet  ride  vpon  the  mouing  rackes, 

As  it  would  to  the  maine: 

Euen  lb  did  he,  his  fuUen  fit 

Was  now  the  maine  of  all, 

For  he  deuiles  by  his  wit, 

How  vengeaunce  bcfl  might  fall. 

Speake  your  opinion  (fayes  the  King  :) 

But  he  fayd  little  to  te, 

Till  on  the  fodaine  he  doth  fpring 

And  kickt  it  with  his  foote  : 

The  Curnels  flue  about  the  roome. 

That  eueiy  (lander  by, 

The  King  &  Princefle  pail  their  doome 

He  did  deferue  to  die, 

To  fpoyle  the  beautie  of  a  fruite, 

Sent  there  by  miracle  : 

Of  whofe  rare  being  to  difpute, 

Did  craue  an  Oracle. 

The  doomed  arts-man  ftraight  turnes  thrice 

When  they  togeather  flocke. 

And  by  his  cunning,  in  a  trice, 

Appear'd  a  crowing  Cocke  : 

Strutes 
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Strutes,  and  doth  clap  his  feathrie  wings 

Crowes  out  that  all  might  heare  ; 

The  other  Cockes  as  loudly  fmges, 

That  then  were  fomething  neare. 

The  King  cals  to  his  Lords  for  ayde, 

To  coniure  downe  the  Diuell ; 

The  Princefs  and  the  Lords  difmayde, 

Did  blefTe  themfclues  from  euill: 

All  in  a  hurly  burly  now, 

The  FrincefTe  knew  right  well 

The  fequell  anfwerd  to  the  vow 

Her  ruble  Ring  did  tell. 

Whifpers  her  Father,  thus  llie  fayes : 

"   Your  Maieilie  fliall  fee 

*'  A  comecke  left,  and  worthy  prayfe, 

'•  If  you  will  credite  mee. 

*•  I  am  acquainted  in  fome  part, 

''  To  all  this  mifterie  : 

' '  Befeeke  you  then  haue  quiet  heart, 

"   And  note  the  Hiftorie.'* 

By  this,  the  Cocke  that  prunde  himfelfe 

Was  iolly  in  his  iette, 

Growne  proud  his  ihape  fliould  catch  the  elfe, 

That  did  his  fortunes  Iette, 

All  greedy  picks  the  curnels  faft  j 

Whereby  the  Boy  did  know 

T'was  time  to  fliift,  his  life  was  paft, 

If  he  were  eaten  fo  : 

He  fodainly  turnes  to  a  Fcxe, 

To  fcape  his  Maifters  power : 

Skips  heere,  leapes  there,  with  frifkes  and  mocks,         v 

Lalt  doth,  the  Cocke  deuower. 
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Argument 

Here  may  you  fee  how  Enuie  lurkes. 

To  worke  his  diuelifh  will  : 

And  how  againfi  it  felfe  aworkes, 

Is  author  of  yit  ill. 

This  Crocadile  of  hellifli  fpight, 

In  vgly  mahce  bred, 

Shewes  like  to  Arrowes  fliot  vpright 

Falne  on  the  Ihooters  head : 

Yet  the  conclufion  doth  approoue, 

How  Hel-borne  hate  turnes  all  to  loue. 


T 


Cant   9. 

His  tragicke  fceane  was  of  diflafle, 
T'was  wonder  worthy  yit : 
Till  fmyiing  ioy  claps  hands  in  hafte, 
At  this  flrange  poynt  of  wit: 
H 


Firft 
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Firft  a  Pomcgranet,  then  a  Cocke ; 

At  laft,  a  Foxe  to  bee; 

A  miracle,  or  elfe  a  mocke, 

T'was  iudg'd  of  pollicie, 

The  PrincelTe  fquats  vpon  the  ground. 

And  fmothering  in  her  laughter, 

Was  readie,  thus  containd  to  found  : 

But  fee  what  followeth  after, 

The  fubtile  Foxe  to  add  the  more 

Amazement  to  the  wonder, 

The  PrinceiTe  fitting  on  the  flore, 

He  creepes  her  Kirtle  vnder : 

Ail  laugh  a  good,  for  heere  the  Clowne, 

His  Sceane  was  now  to  enter, 

When  tragicke  fhewes  had  wonne  the  Crowne^ 

Of  fad  and  bold  aduenter : 

The  reafon  queftion*d,  fhe  is  mute, 

At  laft,  the  Foxe  vp  ftandes, 

And  like  a  Graduate  doth  defpute 

Vpon  their  late  demaunds  : 

T'was  now  no  time  to  bid  them  feare, 

But  voyde  a  further  checke : 

T'was  palTmg  ftrange  that  they  fhould  heare 

A  Foxe  fo  wifely  fpeake. 

In  nameof  Heauens  faire  trinitie, 

I  charge  thee  (fayes  the  King) 

Depart  in  peace;  Diuinitie 

Doth  coniure  any  thing  : 

Or  if  thou  ftayTt,  reueale  I  charge 

(In  name  of  God  on  hie) 

The  meaning  j  let  vs  heare  at  large 

Of  all  this  miftcrie?'* 

"  Silena 
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Silence  then  (the  Foxe  replies) 

And  you  fliall  further  heare, 

But  bouldly  liften,  and  deuife 

No  other  caufe  of  feare. 

It  is  fufficient  what  is  donne, 

In  terrour,  King  to  thee ; 

Thy  ficknefre  is  againe  begonne, 

Without  amendement  bee. 

The  caufe  why  this  ill  fauour'd  Diuell, 

Hath  vndertooke  this  Ihape, 

And  like  a  Do6lor  did  this  euill, 

Is  for  a  late  done  Rape, 

Vpon  the  perfon  of  a  Duke, 

Of  late  time  baniflit  hence, 

Who  at  thy  mouth  receau'd  rebuke. 

Yet  t'was  for  no  offence  : 

And  he  is  dead  that  cauf 'd  the  wrong 

Who  on  his  death-bed  told 

What  enuie  he  had  borne  him  long 

And  while  he  liudehe  would: 

Requefting  he  might  be  cal'd  home  ; 

And  yet  he  is  not  come  : 

Leauing  his  wronges  for  thee  to  attone, 

His  owne  to'th  highefl  dome  : 

Thefe  Plagues  therefore  do  fall  on  thee ; 

Firft,  Sickneffe  without  cure  : 

Then  ougly  Shapes,  which  fliew  to  bee 

The  caufe,  thou  art  impure  : 

And  leafl  thou  do  the  deads  commaund, 

Who  did  this  lining  wrong, 

Reuenge  hath  tooke  the  caufe  in  handj 

That  lay  obfcur'd  fo  long. 

H  2  «  Call 
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"  Call  home  the  Duke  from  banifhment, 

**  Reftore  him  to  his  owne, 

"  Before  this  royall  difcontent 

*'  Be  any  further  iliowne  : 

**  And  I  fhall  then  afcend  to  reft, 

«  Whofe  Ghoft  this  Doftor  raifd, 

*'   To  heape  vp  mifchiefe  on  thy  creft, 

**  Wherein  thy  ftate's  amaz'd. 

"  Thy  Daughter  here  herfelfe  doth  wrong, 

"  For  tis  {o  much  at  leaft, 

"  In  thee  and  her,  that  fhe  fo  long, 

"  Should  doate  and  loue  a  Beafl. 

"  If  thefe  be  ill  prefages,  iudge, 

"  Or  ominous,  forethinke, 

**  That  1  ight  to  reafon  is  a  drudge, 

*'  And  wronged  in  a  wincke." 

The  King  as  one  who  in  his  fleepes 

Had  dreampt  all  this  for  true, 

Such  bitter  exclamation  keepes, 

As  made  them  all  to  rue. 

**  Alas  (quoth  he)  I  amabuf 'd 

**  My  Sicknefie  hath  his  force  : 

'*  This  Do6lors  doing  hath  refuf 'd, 

•*  To  worke  in  right  remorce, 

**  What  Plagues  hath  lighted  on  my  head 

*'  For  Incredulitie 

*^  Vpon  the  Innocent,  and  bred 

*'  By  noble  Treacherie ; 

"  Was  I  the  Iudge  and  luror  too, 

*^  In  this  fo  wicked  Will, 

"  To  banifti,  and  vnknowne  to  doo 

^  A  Duke  fuch  fecret  ill ; 

"  Forgive 
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**  Forgive  it  Heauens,  and  pardon  Earth, 

*'  My  (elf  rie  reconcile 

*'  To  Mercie:  in  this  wretched  birth, 

"  Thatlenioy  the  while. 

"  Goe  call  him  home,  we  will  furrender, 

''  His  detayned  good  ; 

**  And  by  our  Parliament  make  tender, 

''  Of  his  Noble  blood. 

**  I  am  a  foole  to  credite  fuch 

"  Before  I  fee  the  proofe : 

**  But  t'is  a  fault  in  Kings  too  much, 

"  Where  Judgement  keepes  aloofe  : 

**  Hencefoorth  I  will  aduife  and  know, 

*'  Before  1  cenfure  ought ; 

"  In  banifliment  to  ouerthrow, 

**  In  word,  in  deed,  or  thought. 

*'  And  let  all  princely  Potencie, 

*'  Example  take  by  mee. 

"  What  t'is  to  harme  Nobilitie, 

"  When  they  fhall  guiltles  bee. 

"  Hee's  dead  and  gone,  that  did  this  ill, 

"  Whereto  I  was  an  ayde  : 

"  And  onely  I  left  forrowing  ftill, 

"  And  iuftly  am  repayde." 

Hence  poft  the  Nobles  feuerall  wayes, 

With  Proclamations  hire, 

To  call  the  noble  Duke,  whofe  dayes 

Shall  haue  their  firfl  defire 

The  fubtile  Fox  cals  to  the  King  -, 

"  T'is  not  enough  (fayes  he) 

"  As  pledge  of  this,  giue  me  thy  Ring, 

"  That  fo  and  fo'tfhalbe." 

H  3  T 'was 
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T'was  given  in  prefence  of  them  all 

And  witneffe  tooke  thereon : 

No  fooner  graunted,  but  with  all, 

The  Foxe  was  flrangely  gone ; 

And  in  his  roome  flood  vp  a  Youth, 

Of  perfon  faire  and  free. 

Then  did  the  King  beleeue  for  trueth, 

All  certaine,  he  did  fee  : 

He  knew  the  Boy,  t*was  fonne  to  him 

The  banifht  Duke  that's  hence  ; 

As  like  in  feature,  voyce  and  lim, 

As  wrong  is  to  offence : 

He  tooke  him  in  his  royall  armes  : 

*'  May  I  be  bold  (fayes  hee) 

"  And  be  affurde  from  other  harmes, 

"  As  is  my  loue  to  thee  ?" 

"  Sir  (quoth  the  Lad)  euen  thus  it  is 

*'  My  Father  banilht  fo, 

"  Lines  in  a  Citie  much  amifle, 

"   In  grieuous  want  and  woe : 

"  And  glad  was  fo  to  hue  difguiPd, 

"  LeafI:  your  all  angrie  dome, 

"  For  his  remaine  had  then  fuffiz'd, 

*'  In  iuftice  to  haue  come  : 

"  He  bound  me  to  a  Taylors  trade, 

"  To  blinde  his  flate  the  morej 

"  And  me  (though  young)  he  did  perfwade 

"  To  fecrecie,  therefore 

'^  I,  in  my  childifli  wifedome  knew 

'*   He  died,  if  I  were  knownej 

"  Was  fecret  and  obedient  true, 

"  And  learnd  to  keepe  my  owne: 

"  But 
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Bat  fee  how  bleffed  Fortune  wrought, 

That  all  iliould  come  to  light 

By  me  and  not  by  me,  t'was  fought, 

Heauens  finger  poynts  aright. 

My  fkill  of  trade  exceeded  his 

That  was  my  Maifter  then  j 

He  held  it  for  his  preiudice, 

I  got  the  loue  of  men : 

And  in  his  braine  fprung  vp  a  blood 

Of  rancor  and  blacke  hate, 

And  all  my  fortunes  he  withftood,. 

Though  I  made  good,  his  ftate : 

He  pra6liz'd  then  PithagoraSy 

To  alter  fliapes  of  men  -, 

I  alfo  was  as  profperous 

In  his  proceedings  then  : 

But  when  his  enuie  did  perceaue 

My  boldnefle  was  as  ftrong, 

All  honeft  duetie  he  did  leaue, 

To  do  my  life  much  wrong  : 

But  I  obedient,  when  I  had 

Got  knowledge  in  this  art, 

Came  to  my  Father,  and  was  glad 

Some  fuccour  to  impart 

Transformed  my  felfe  into  a  Steed, 

And  gaue  my  felfe  to  fell: 

Which  money  did  relieue  his  need 

And  fonne-like  I  did  well : 

My  enuious  Maiiler  knew  by  art, 

That  I  was  in  this  forme, 

Attired  like  a  Marchant,  flraight 

He  bought  me  to  much  harme, 


Had 
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Had  not  his  children  from  the  liable 

Led  me  foorth  to  drinke, 

From  that  difguife  I  was  vnable 

Ere  to  change  (I  thinke) 

But  then  by  them  vnfadled, 

As  Alt  wil'd  that  I  fliould  ; 

My  fhape  of  Horfe  was  altered 

To  what  my  wilhing  would  : 

And  knowing  Land  was  in  his  power, 

To  vfe  me  as  he  lift, 

I  to  a  Fifh  that  prefent  hower. 

Was  changed  ere  they  wift  : 

He  likewife  (hapt  into  a  Fifh, 

rth  Water  to  purfue  me ; 

Who  when  I  faw  his  enuious  wilh, 

And  that  his  malice  knew  me, 

I  fodainely  difguif 'd  againe. 

Like  to  a  rubie  Ring, 

And  left  the  filuer  floting  maine, 

To  worke  thy  cure,  oKing. 

My  Maifter  for  to  conquere  me, 

Difguif'd  thus  Doftor  like, 

Procurde  thy  health,  and  inftantly 

The  ftroke  of  all  did  ftrike  : 

This  good  was  yours  :  now  giue  me  leaue 

To  doe  our  felues  fome  right ; 

I  like  a  Rubie  did  perceaue 

My  felfe  with  her  one  night ; 

Awakened  her  :  and  when  ftie  felt 

A  naked  body  neare, 

For  fo  I  was  transformed  yet  deelt 

Right  nobly,  neuer  feare. 


So 
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So  when  (he  heard  your  grace  had  giuen 

The  Doctor  this  her  Ring, 

Who  beg'd  of  purpofe  to  make  euen 

His  maUce  which  did  fpring; 

She  yet  denide  it  by  my  will, 

Then  neuer  blame  her  birth  ; 

My  counfell  was  (lie  Ihould  fulfill 

Your  bidding  in  this  wirth: 

Yet  caft  it  on  the  follide  ground. 

As  if  her  enuie  fcornde 

All  true  obedience  to  confound  : 

Yet  was  her  doing  charmde  j 

For  on  the  fodaine  there-hence  fprong 

A  faire  Pomegranet  bye 

Which  your  ritch  prayfes  freely  fong, 

Moft  louely  to  the  eye. 

Whereat  the  Do6tor  was  all  hate 

And  comming  roundly  to'  te. 

Before  your  Grace  and  Lords  of  ilate, 

He  kickt  it  with  his  foote: 

The  Kirnels  flew  about  the  roome  ; 

But  I  the  one  by  happe, 

By  fortune  to  efcape  his  doome, 

Flew  in  the  PrincelTe  lappe  : 

He  knowing  all  his  art  was  then, 

Repayde  but  with  a  mocke. 

Before  you  and  your  Noble  men, 

Turn'd  to  a  crowing  Cocke 

And  pickt  the  Kirnels  hungerly, 

Thinking  to  deuower 

And  worke  my  Hues  Catalirophy  : 

But  I  was  from  his  power. 

I  **  For 
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«'  For  like  a  Foxe,  I  eat  the  Cocke, 

"  As  you,  and  thefe  haue  feene  : 

**  Your  iudgements  tell  this  is  no  mocke, 

**  That  ftand  where  all  hath  beene  : 

^'  Onely  my  wife  here  by  true  graunt, 

•'  She  will  confelTe  (he  is  ; 

"  And  in  that  bold  and  noble  vaunt, 

**  I  feare  I  do  amifTe.*' 

With  this,  the  milde  and  modeft  Princefle 

Humbly  kneeled  loe. 

And  in  a  fdent  yeelding  dumneffe, 

Shew'd  it  to  be  fo. 

The  King  with  ioy  fhed  royall  teares; 

Alacke  my  childe  (fayes  hee) 

Shall  I  be  bane  of  thy  young  yeares  ? 

No,  it  fhall  neuer  bee. 

And  though  we  raflily  run  at  bafe, 

To  catch  what  hand  we  can, 

Yet  greater  power  doth  guide  the  race 

Of  Woman  and  of  Man. 

His  blood  is  pure,  though  ftain'd  by  mee  -, 

And  flaunder  now,  that's  dead, 

T'is  paidon'd  and  reclaimd,  you  fee; 

That  euill  be  on  his  head. 

Difpatcht  we  haue  EmbafTadours, 

This  noble  Duke  to  bring 

To  ioyne  his  Father's  voyce  with  ours, 

In  mariage  of  this  Ring  : 

For  that'^s  the  price  of  all  my  good ; 

And  that's  your  glorie  too, 

By  vertue  of  which  vnderftood, 

All  this  is  hke  to  doo ; 


a 


My 


a7id  his  Boy, 

"  My  Sonne  and  Heire  I  thee  create*' 

And  all  the  Nobles  by, 

Cride  out,  Amen  ;  it  was  too  late 

To  aike  a  reafon  why. 

TVas  knowne  fo  openly  to  all, 

Proclaimd  quite  through  the  Realme, 

Thus  as  I  flept,  a  voyce  did  call, 

And  wakt  me  from  my  Dreame : 

Vpright  I  fet  me  in  my  bed, 

And  being  awake  did  know 

All  thefe  were  phanfies  in  my  head, 

And  it  was  nothing  fo. 

To  conclude  now* 

Me  thinkes  fome  perfumde  Polititian,  that  practi- 

feth  more  the  Pennie  than  the  Penne,  raQily 

reades,  and  rudely  returnes,  this  fooles 

boult,  Tis  ballade Jiuffe  :  to  him,  I 

anfwere  thus. 

Cammel ion-like  thy  minde  mifgiues. 

All  coulour's  like  thy  owne  : 

Thy  greene  goofe  wit  no  more  atchiues. 

Then  what  thy  trade  hath  knowne, 

Thou  politicke  prefaging  AfTe 

Forbeare  to  kicke  at  kindnefle : 

With  crooked  limmes,  and  looke  of  brafle. 

And  eyes  bebleard  with  blindnefle: 

Trot  on  the  hoofe,  deuif 'd  in  profe, 

While  thefe  as  rtanzes  flayes 

I  2  To 
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To  out  rime  thy  ill  reafon'd  cloze 
In  thy  corruptiue  prayfe  : 
Conclude  in  charitie  thou  foole. 
That  think'ft  thy  felfe  moil  wife : 
Thy  wit.  not  worthie's  any  Schoole, 
T'is  fait  and  too  precife. 

Vituperato  nequid  laudando  laiide  fruaris^ 
Sic  tua  lausjuerity  quod  mihi  laudis  opus. 


FINIS. 
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